444         OSCAR WILDE AND HIS  CONFESSIONS

"Now George Curzon plays king in India:
Wyndham is on the way to power, and I'm
hiding in shame and poverty here in Paris, an
exile and outcast. Do you wonder that I
cannot write, Frank? The awful injustice of life
maddens me. After all, what have they done
in comparison with what I have done?

"Close the eyes of all of us now and fifty
years hence, or a hundred years hence, no one
will know anything about Curzon or Wyndham
or Blunt: whether they lived or died will be a
matter of indifference to everyone; but my com-
edies and my stories and 'The Ballad of Reading
Gaol' will be known and read by millions, and
even my unhappy fate will call forth world-wide
sympathy."

It was all true enough, and good to keep in
mind; but even when Oscar spoke of greater men
than himself, he took the same attitude: his self-
esteem was extraordinary. He did not compare
his work with that of others; was not anxious to
find his true place, as even Shakespeare was.
From the beginning, from youth on, he was con-
vinced that he was a great man and going to do
great things. Many of us have the same belief
and are just as persuaded, but the belief is not
ever present with us as it was with Oscar, mould-
ing all his actions. For instance, I remarked once
that his handwriting was unforgettable and char-